N ‘adjustable lunatic'?”

“Yes, sir, an adjust-
able lunatic—yod may
know I don't make a
business of insanity, or
1 wouldn't be running at large here on
the streets of the city.”

It was on the morning of,St. Pat-
rick's day. I had been Jrifting aim-
lessly around the city for hours, tossed
about by the restless tide o humaritly
that ebbed and flowed in true sea yash-
fon at the Washington and !llinois
street crossing. The few friends I had
been fortunate enough to fall in with
prior to the parade 1 had been unfor-
tunate enough to lose in the flurry and
excitement attending that event; and,
brought to a sudden anchorags at the
Bates House landing, I found myself
at the mercy of a boundless throng
that held not one familiar face. It was
& literal jam at that juscturs, and,
anxious and impatient as I was to
break away, I was forced into a bond-
age which, though not oxacily agree-
able, was at least the source of an ex-
perience that will linger in my memory
fresh and clear when every otber fea-
ture of the day shall have faded.

I had been crowded into a position
on a step of the stairway that gave me
a lean upon the balustrade and placed
me head and shoulders above the
crowd; and although I comprehended
the helplessness of my position, I was,
In a manner, thanktul for the oppor-
tunity it afforded me to study the un-
suspecting subjects just below. As my
hungry eyes went foraging about from
face to face they fell upon the features
of an individual so singularly abstract-
ed in appearance and so apparently
oblivious to his surroundings, that I
mentally congratulated him upon his
enviable disposition.

He was a siender man, of 30 years,
perhaps; not tall, but something over
medium height; he had dark hair and
eyes, with a complexion much too fair
to eorrespond; was not richly dressed,
but neatly, and in good taste.

Instinctively I wondered who and
what he was; and my speculative fancy
went to work and made a lawyer of

[ L}

him—then a minister—an artist—a
musician—an actor—-and a dancing
master. Suddenly I found my stare

returned with equal fervor, and tried
to look way, but something held me.
He was elbowing his way to where I
stood, and smiling as he came.

“I don’t know you,” he said, when,
after an almost superhuman effort, he
had gained my side, to the discomfit-
ure of a brace of mangy little boot-
blacks that occupied the step below—
“I don’t know you personally, but you
look bored. I'm troubled with the
same disease and want company—as
the poet of the Sierras wails, ‘How all
alone a man may be in crowds! ”
Something in the utterance made me
offer him my hand.

He grasped it warmly. “It's
curious,” he said, “how friends are
made and where true fellowship be-
gins. Now we've known each other all
our lives and never met before. What
d'yve say?”
tlI smiled approval at the old asser-

on.,

“But tel] me,” he continued, “what
conclusion you have arrived at in your
study of me; come, now, be frank—
what do you make of me?”

Although I found myseif considera-
bly startled, T feigned composure and
acknowledged that I had been specu-
lating as to who and what he was,
but found myself unable to define a
special character.

“I thought so0,” he said. “No one
ever reads my character—no one ever
will. Why, I've had phrenologists
groping around among my bumps by
the hour to no purpose, and physiog-
nomists driving themselves cross-eyed;
but they never found it, and they
never will. The very things of which
I am®capable they invariably place be-
yond my capacity; and, with like sage-
nes§, the very things I can’t do they
declare me to be a master hand at.
But I like to worry them: it's fun for
me. Why, old Fowler himself, here
the other night, thumbed my head as
mellow as a May apple, and never
came within a mile of it! Some char-
acters are readable enough, but you
can’t read mine, for I'm neither g
doctor, lawyer, artist, actor, musician,
nor anything else you may have in
mind. You might guess your way
all through the dictionary and then
not get it. It's simply an impossibil-
ity, that's all.”

I laughed wuneasily, for although
amused at the quaint humor of his
language, a nervous fluttering of the
eyes and a spasmodie twitching of the
corners of his mouth mage me think
his manner merely an affectation. But
T was interested, and as his conversa-
tion seemed to invite the interroga-
tion, I flatly asked him to indulge
my curiosity and tell me what he was.

“Wait till the crowq thins, and may-
be I will. In the meantime, here's a
cigar and here’s a light—as Mr. Quilp
playfully remarks to Tom Scott—
‘Smoke away, you dog you!'”

“Well, you're a character,” said I,
dubiously.

“Yes,” he replied, “but you can't tell
what kind, and 1 can tell you the very
trade you work at.”

I smiled incredulously. ;

“Now, don't look lofiy and assume 3
professional air, for youwre only a me-
chanic, and a sign painter at that.”

Although hé spoke with little courte-
sy of ‘address, there was a Subtle some-
thing in his eye that drew me magnet-
like and held me. I was silent.

“Want to know how I became aware
of that fact?” he went on, with.a quick,
sharp glance at my bewildered face.
“There’s nothing wonderful about my
knowing that; I've had my eye on you
for two hours, and you stare at every
sign board you pass, worse than a
country pake; and once or twice I saw
you stop and study carefully some
fresh design, or some new style of let-
ter. You're a stranger here in the city,
too. Want to know how I can tell?
Because you walk like you were ac-
tually going some place; but I notice
that you never get there, for contin-
ually crossing and recrossing streets,
and back-tracking past show windows,
and congratulating yourself, doubtless,
upon the thorough business air of your
reflection in the plate glass, Come, we
can getl through now; let's walk.”

1 followed him unhesitatingly. To say
that I was simply curious would be too
mild; I was fascinated, and to that de-
gree 1 actually fastened on his arm,
and cluhg there till we had quite es-
caped the crowd. “I like you, some
way,” he said, “but you're too impul-
sive; you let your fancy get away with
vour better judgment. Now, you don’t
know me, and I'm even pondering
whether to frankly unbosom to you, or
give you the slip; and I'll not leave the
proposition to you to decide, for I
know you'd say ‘unbosom’; so I'll think
about it quietly for a while yet and
give you an unbiased verdict.”

We walked on in silence for the dis-
tance, perhaps, of haif a dozen blocks,
turning and angling about till we came
upon an open stairway in an old, un-
painted brick building, where my
strange companion seemed to pause
mechanically.

“Do you live here?” I asked.

“I stay here,” he replied, “for I don’t
call it living to be fastened up in this
old sepulchr . I like it well enough at
night, for t ien I feast and fatten on
the gloom and glower that infest it;
but in the normal atmosphere of day
my own room looks repellent, and I
only visit it, as now, out of sheer des-
peration.” 2

If I had at first been mystified with
this curious being, I was by this time
thoroughly bewildered. The more I
studied him the more at a loss I was
to fathom him; and as I stood staring
blankly in his face, he exclaimed al-
most derisively: “You give it up, don’t
you?”

I nodded.

“WeH,” he continued, “that’s a good
sign, and I've concluded to ‘unbosom’
—I'm an adjustable lunatic.”

“An adjustable lunatic’'!” I repeated
blankly. And after - the remarkable
proposition that ushers in the story, he
continued, smilingly:

“Don’'t be alarmed, now, for I'm glad
to assure you of the fact that I'm as
harmless as a baby butterfiy. Nobody
knows I'm crazy, nobody ever dreams
of such a thing—and why ?—because the
faculty is adjustable, don’t you see,
and self-controlling. I never allow it
to interfere with business matters, and
only let it on at leisure intervals for
the amusement it affords me in the
pleasurable breaks it makes in the
monotony of a matter-of-fact exist-
ence. I'm off duty today—in fact, I've
been off duty for a week; or, to be
franker still, I lost my situation ten
days ago, and I've been humoring this
propensity in the meanwhile; and now,
if you're inclined to go up to my room
with me—the windows are both raised,
you see, and you can call for help
should occasion require—people are
constantly passing—if you feel in-
clined. I say, to go up with me, I'll do
my best to entertain vou. I like you.
as I said before, and you can trust
me, I assure you. Come.”

If I were to attempt a description of
the feelings that possessed me as I fol-
lowed my strange acquaintance up the
stairway, I should fail as utterly as one
who would attempt to portray the ex-
perience of lying in a nine days’ trance,
so I leave the reader's fancy to befriend
me, and hasten on to more tangible
matters.

We paused at the first landing, my
companion unlocking a door én the
right, and handing me the key with
the remark: “You may feel safer with
it. And don’t be frightened,” he con-
tinued, “when 1 open the door, for it
always whines like somebody had
stepped on its knob,” and 1 laughed at
the odd' figure as he threw the door
open and motioned me to enter.

It was a queer apartment, filled with
a jumbled array of old chairs and
stands; old trunks, & lounge, and a
stack of odd-shaped packages. A
frowzy carpet thrown over the floor like
a blanket, and a candle box spittoon
with a broken lamp chimmey in it. A
littie swinging sheft of dusty books,
with a railroad map pasted just above
it. A narrow table with a telegraph
instrument attached, and wires like ivy
vines running all about the walls; and
scattered around the instrument was
an endless array of zinc and copper
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scraps, and bits of brass, spiral springs
and gueer shaped tools. A flute propped
up one window, and near it, on an-
other stand, a cornet and an old
guitar; a pencil sketch half finished,
and a stuffed glove with a pencil in its
fingers lying on it; a spirit lamp, a
lump of beeswax, and 100 others odds
and ends, betokening the presence of

some mechanical, mausical, scientific
genius.
“It's a bachelor’'s room,” said the

host, noting my inquisitive air. *“It's
a bachelor’s room, so you'll expect no
apologies. Sit down when you're
through with the industrial, and turn
your attention to the art department.”

I followed the direction of i'ls hand,

Lany my eyes fell upon a painted face

of such ineffable sweetness and beauty
I was fairly dazed. It was not an
earthly form, at least in coloring, for
the features seemed to glow with be-
atific light. The eyes were large,
dark and dewy, thrown upward with
a longing lock, and filled with such in-
tensity of tenderness one could but sigh
to see them. The hair, swept negli-
gently back, fell down the gleaming
shoulders like a silken robe, and nestled
in its glossy waves the ears peeped
shyly out like lily blooms. The lips
were parted with an utterance that one
could almost hear, and weep because
the blessed voice was mute, The hands
were folded on a crumpied letter and
pressed close against the heart, and a
curl of golden hair was coiled around
the fingers.

“Is it a creation of the fancy?" I
asked.

“Well, ves,” he answered, with a
dreamy drawl. “I call it fancy, when
in a normal state; but now,” he con-
tinued, in a fainter tone, “I will desig-
nate it as a portrait.” And oh, so sad,
so hopeless and despairing was the ut-
terance, it seemed to well u;; from the
fountain of his heart like a spray of
purest sorrow. .

“Who painted it?” I asked.

““Who painted it he repeated,
drowsily—" ‘who painted it?” Oh, no;
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I mustn't tell you that; for if I an-

swered you with ‘Raphael,’ you'd say,

‘Ah, no! the paint’'s too fresh for that,

and he's been dead for ages”’ ‘Who

painted it?', No, no, I mustn’t teil you
v

“But are you not an artist? 1 see
an easel in the corner there, and here's
a maulstick lying on the mantel.”

“I an artist? Why, man, what ails
you? I told you not ten minutes since
that I was an adjustable lunatic; and
don’'t you seé I am? You can’t mis-
lead me nor throw me off my guard.
‘When it comes to reason or solid logie,
don't you find me there? And here,
again, to 'SHow the clearness of my
judgment, I remove the cause of our
little dissension, and -our friendly
equanimity is restored—" and he turned
the picture to the wall

I could but smile at the gravity and
adroitness of his language and de-
meanor.

“There,” said he, smiling in re-
turn; “your face is brighter than the
day outside; let's change the topic.
Do you like music?”

“Passionately,” I responded.
you play?”

“No; I will sing.”

He took the guitar from the table,
and, with a prelude wilder than the
“Witches’ Dance,” he sang a song he
called “The Dream of Death,” a griev-
ously sad song, so full of minor tones
and wailing words, the burden of it
still lingers in my ears:

0 gentle death, bow down and sip
The soul that lingers on my lip;

O gentle death, bow down and keep
Eternal vigil o'er my sleep:

For I am weary and would rest
Forever on your loving breast.”

His wvoice, as plaintive as a dove's,
went trailing through the rondel like
wearinéss itself; and when at last it
died away in one long quaver of ec-
static melody, though I feit within my
heart an echoing of grief

“Toop sweetly sad to name as pain,”
I broke the silence following to re-
mind him of his having told me he
was not a musician.

“Will

| reason of their coming in the way they
daid.”

“Only a novice,” he responded. “One
may twang a lute and vet not be a
troubadour. By the way,” he broke off
abruptly, “is that expression original
with me. or have I picked it up in
some old book or rhyme? Oh, ves!
How do you like poetry?”

He sprang to his feet as he spoke,
and without awaiting an answer to his
guery, went diving about in a huge
waste-basket standing near the table.

“It's a thing I dislike to acknowl-
edge,” he went on, “but I don't mind
telling you. The fact is, I'm a fol-
lower of Wegg and sometimes ‘drop
into poetry—as a friend,” you under-
stand; and if you'll ‘lend me your
ears,” I'll give you a specimen of my |
versification.” |

He had drawn up a roll of paper |
from the debris of the basket, and un- |
rolling it with a flourish, and a mock
heroic air of inspiration, he read as:
follows:

“A fantasy that came to me
Ag wild and wantonly designed
As ever any dream might be
Unraveled from a masmn's mind—
A tangle-work of tissue, wrought
By cunning ef the spider-brain,
And woven, in an hour of pain,
To trap the giddy flies of thought—""

He paused, and with a look of al-
most wild entreaty, he pleaded: “You
understand it, don’'t you?”

I nodded hesitatingly.

“Why certainly you do. The mean-
ing’s the plainest thing in it. What's
your idea of its meaning? tell me!—
Why don’t you tel] me!”

‘Read it again, that I may
carefully.”

He repeated it.

“Why,” said I, “it appears to me to
be the introduction to a poem written
under peculiar circumstances, and con-
taining, perhaps, some strange ideas
that the author would excuse for the

i
note it |

“Right,” he exclaimed, joyously;
“and now, if you'll give me your most
careful attention, and promise not to
interrupt, I'll read the poem entire.”

“Go on,” I said, for I was far more

, eager to listen than I would have him
| know.

ness of gesture or expression that I
may see fit to introduce in the rendi-
tion 2

“Certainly,” ‘said
on.”

“And you won't interrupt or get ex-
cited? Light ancther cigar; and here's
a chair to throw vour feet across. Now,
unbutton your coat and lean back. Are

I, “eertainly; g0

you thoroughly comfortable?”

“Thoroughly,” said I, impatiently—
“a thousand thoroughlies.”
“All right,” he said; “I'm gilad to

hear you say it; but before I proceed I
desire to call your attention to the fact
that this poem is a literary orphan—a

fcundiing, you un<erstand?”

“1 understand; go on.™

And, with a manner all too wild to
be described, he read, or rather recited,
the following monstrosity of rhyme: |

“I stood beneath a summer moon
All swollen to uncanny girth,
And hanging, like the sun at noon,
Above the center of the earth;
But with a sad and sallow light.
As it had sickendd the night
And fallen in a pallid swoon.
Around me I could hear the rush
Of sullen winds, and feel the whirr
Of unseen wings apast me trush
Like phantoms round a sepulchve;
And, like a carpeting of plush,
A lawn unroiled beneath my feet,
Bespangled o'er with flowers as sweet
To look upon as those that nod
Within the garden-lields of God,
But odorless as th that blow
In ‘ashes in the shades beiow.

i

“And on my hearing fell a storm
Of gusty mausic, sadder yet
Than every whimper of resret

That sobbinz utterance could form, |

And patched with scraps of sound that |

seemed
Torn ogut of tunes that demons dreamed,
And pitched to such a plercing key,
It stabbed the ear with agony;
And when at last it lulled and died,
I stood aghast and terr d.

And still could see, and eel aware

Some mystic presence waited there;
And staring, with a dazed

1 saw a creature so divi

That never subtle thought of mine

May reproduce to inner sight

Se fair a vision of delight.

urprise,

**A syllable of dew that drips
From out a lily's laughing Jips
Could not be sweeter than the word
1 listened to, yet never heard.—
For,- oh, the woman hiGing there
Within the shadows Jf her hair,
Spake to me in an undertone

So delicate, my soul alone

But understood it as a moan

Of some weak melody of wind

{ A heavenward breeze had left behind.

“A tracery of trees, grotesque
Against the sky, behind her seen,

Like shapeless shapes of arabesque
Wrought in an Oriental screen;

And tall, austere and statuesque
She loomed before it—e'en as though
The sglrl\vhand of Angelo
Had chiseled her to life complete
With chips of moonshine round her feet,

And I grew jealous of the dusk.
To see it softly touch her face,
As lover-like, with fond embrace,
It folded round her like a husk:
But when the glitter of her hand,
Like wasted glory, beckoned me,
My eyes grew blurred and dull and dim—
My vision failed—I could not see—
I could not stir—I could but stand,
Till, quivering in every limb,

I flung me prone, as though to swim
The tide of grass whose waves of gréen
Went rolling ocean-wide between
My helpless shipwrecked heart and her
Who claimed me for a worshiper.

“And writhing thus in my despair,
I heard a weird. unearthiy sound,
That seemed to lift me from the ground
And hold me floating in the air.
I looked, and lo! I saw her bow
Above a harn within her hands;
A crown of blossoms bound her brow,
And on her harp were twisted strands
Of silken starlight, rippling o'er
With music never heard before
By mortal ears; and, at the strain,
1 felt my spirit snap its chain
And break away,—and [ could see
It as it turned and fled from me
To greet its mistress, where she smiled
To see the phantom dancing wild
And wizard-like Defore the spell
Her mystic fingers knew s¢ well.”

I sat throughout it all as though un-
der the strange influence of an eastern
drug. My fancy was so wrought upon
I only saw the reader mistily, and
clothed, as it were, in a bedragoned
costume of the Orient. My mind seemed
idle—steeped in drowse and languor,
and yet peopled with a thousand sha-
dowy fancies that came trooping from
chaotic hiding places, and mingling in
a revelry of such riotous extravagance
it seemed a holiday of elfish thought.

I shook my head, I rubbed my eyes,
arose bewildered, and sat down again;
arose again and walked across the
room, my strange companion follawing
every motion with an intensity of gaze
almost mesmerie.
“You fail to
ueried.

I shook my head.

“You can almost grasp it, can’t you?”
“Yes,” 1 answered.

“But net quite?”

“Not quite.”

“Does it worry you?"

“Yes.”

“Think it will cling to vou. and fret
¥ou, vex you, haunt you?"”

*“I know it wil
't;'_rhink you'll ever fuily comprehend
it?

“I can’'t say,” I replied, thoughtfully.
Perhaps I may in time. Will you allow

comprehend

it?”

q

HE FOOLED

THE SIOUX

Harney's Indian Killing That Shocked the
People of the East.

He was an old cavalryman who had
seen service on the plains in the way-
back, when Indians had their war paint
on. But no one suspected it, because
for years past he followed the inactive
and monotonous life of a real estate
agent in Kansas City. The recent criti-
cism of the army in the Philippines
aroused his fighting and his recollec-
tions of Indian warfare, and he filed a
few kicks in this style, in the Kansas
City Star:

“I oughtn't to have said anything
about those days,” he said, “but this
tailk about the war in Samar and the
courtmartial of old General Smith for
trying to end hostilities brought some-
thing back to me. I knew Smith when
he was captain, and then as now he
wase Jake Smith wAth his men—when he
was out of hearing. But Smith has
nothing to do with this tale, except

that Bis case iz nearly a parallel with

one I have in mind. He's fighting
ohammedan savages in Samar, while
my man fought the painted variety on

t

the n plains. From what T
hear about the Samar people they're
about as bad as the Sioux were When
they were in cm‘tr% u‘:at of here.

| runtiest and the biggest mén on earth
{ —6 feet 3 inches. When he was 17 he

| 8ot his commission and from that time | 5
! until he was retired he fought when | Indians and then snowbound. That
he wasn’'t sleeping. He helped to clear | Wasn't a pleasant winter tor a boy
Florida of Indians apd was brevetted | of 16.

and courtmartialed with equal regular-
ity. Through the Black Hawk war,
through Mexico, back to Florida and
then to the west. Along in 1855 or 1856
the old man had an ambition to be-
come acquainted with his family and
asked for a leave. He got it, you bet,
and was- just trimming himself into
shape for civilization when President
Pierce sent for him.

“‘General, I don't like to ask you to
go west, after all the service you have
had,’ he said, ‘but I would be glad if
you'd whip the Sioux bands that are
threatening.’ .

“Harney saw his leave gone and was
soon in the Sioux country. -As I re-
member the story, he estabiished his
headquarters at Fort Leavenworth
Little Thunder was at the head of the
Sicux, and sent word that he was will-
ing eitper to fight or shake hands with
the white soldier. Harney replied that
if the Indian was without cheice in

be fight;
~orders,

the matter it might as we
besides, as he remembered his
he was to whip someone. So

met i 10 o

"

trouble for Harney because he had not
had a long preliminary confab with
Little Thunder. That Sioux band was
a mild-mannered set long after Har-
ney went back to Leavenworth.

“It was after this fight that Harney
threw the Society for the Protection of
Westiern Savages into a particular
frenzy. The wagon trail for Oregon
and California led from Fort Leaven-
worth to Fort Kearney, Neb., then to
Julesburg, in Colorado; from there to
Fort Laramie, through old South Pass
to Badger and then to Salt Lake. The
trip by ox train took about 100 days
with good luck. I know of a party that
was on the road 300 days, delayed by

“Every now and then a band of
Sioux would ride up to an ox train, kill
if they felt like it and always drive
away the stock. Seoldiers would be sent
out and have the pleasure of following
the Indians’ trail until the weather
would mmake winter quarters necessary.
Harney started from Leavenworth
after one band, taking about 400 cav-
alrymen. or dragoons. The Indians
loafed along ahead of him till they
reached the mountains, and then Har-
ney turned back. It was the old story,
the Sioux said, and their scouts fol-
lowed the soldiers until they were well
into Kansas. Then the Sioux knew the
country was clear for new operations.
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“Harney stopped on the Blue river
northern Kansas near where
ville now stands. A wagon train
reached there from Leavenworth and
Harney had all the freight unloaded—
simply seized the t he put
400 soldiers into those wagons and in
tweo were mountain guns. The great

in

covers were puiled close, and,

head from under a cover in the day-
time and only at night a few got leave
to stretch their legs. All day they sat
in those wagon beds, hot and dusty,
playing cards, fighting and chewing to-
bacco fof pastime.

“There were twenty-six of those
wagone, and they trailed along as if
they were carrying dead freight; no
faster nor slower than the ordinary
freighters, and making camp ,at the
usual places, forming the usual corral
of wagons and herding stock at night.
The train reached Fort Kearney and
slowly went across the South Platte to

Julesburg. Ocecasional Indian signs
made Harney have hope.
. ®

“The outfit Was seventy miles on the
svay to Laramie when the big day
came, and it came quick. Behind them
on the trail the men on the cutside saw
a war party—some say there were 500
Indians in it. Even if they hadn't
{‘been painted the fact that they were
| without women or children would have
j tol@ the story. The train made the
, usinal preparations for an Indian at
| tack, throwing the wagons into a cir-

]
1 cle, or more of an ellipse, and unhook-

!ing the five lead yokes to each wagon.

i and then real fun began.

A front wheel of each wagon touched :

ia hind wheel of the one in front and
| the tongues were turned to the out-
side. At the front end of the corral an

i the corral was.about fifty feet wide
That, also, was according to the
freighters’ methods; after a night camyp
the cattle would be driven into the cor-
rdl through the big end to be yoked for
“Harney didn’t have time to drive his

pf attacking a wagon train was to rush !
into the corral and do their shooting. |
They were a happy lot of braves this |
day; the war band started for the train |
when the corral was forming; they |
spread out like a fan and then camef
together again and started for the biz |
opening as nard as their war ponies |
could carry them. A whooping, varie- |
gated mob with no more clothes than |
the paint gave, it fell into the corral

® @® @
_ “Those soldiers, who had been sweat-
ing ynder canvas for a few weeks,
wanted excitement and revenge. The
tarpauling went up and they shot down
into that mess of braves as fast as they |
could load. The two mountain guns
completed the surprise and the bucks
hardly fired a shot before their ponies
were climbing over one another to get |
out the way they came. It was ihe |
only real Indian panic. When the last
Sioux brave able to .ride disappeared
across the prairie there was a big mess
to clean up. T've heard all kinds of
stories from men who said they were
here giving Harney’s bag of dead In-
dians as ranging from 100 to 400. No-
body seemed to know the exact num- !
ber, but it was enough to cause the !

castern friends of the poor Indian to!

, demand Harrey’s court-martial.-1 think |

opening about fifteen feet wide was;
-} 1eft, but at the rear the opening into |

there was a ecourt of inquiry, but it
wzs held that the method used was not !
only one with resulis, but was instruc- |
tive to the Sioux as well.”

“Did it put an end to attacks on
wagon trains?”

“Yes, for about three months—may-
be less. In those days the Indians
needed school all the year around.
However, one old buck, a little chief,

d to be imp d. He was near
gun when the fire opened.
is the man shot wag

ns
‘he told about it

some years and was in commeand of
Missouri in the early years of the «ivil
war. As usual he got into trouble and
got out of it. They said he was too
friendly to the southern element and he
was relieved from command. Later he

“And will you excuse any little wild- '

me to copy it7”
“What do ¥
“I wa to
“And you're
stand it, and
you, and v
Goed! I
i ; that

on it;”

“What is it”
If it be ought

jand I like

{not be d 2

sand followed to

he

gra
Through

“Now, w
asked, witlh
me.
B 4

i am

more at sea

for home us

and It

He had opened
holding out his 1
I gave it to
mechanically.

the

stairs.

‘And

now, if

“Well, no, not t
with me here, and
of time—I can't ho
—as our rural frier
matters is mighty
don’'t pull eut sao
my tent like the B
plagiarize away!™

“If I could be
you'— I began
abruptly with:
it, 1 assure you;
doubtiess. Thank you
and goodby. Here's 1
my name, however,
T'll not see you ag
should live to as
yard, for, my dear f
away. Goodby, and may
overtake you.”

He gripped my hand !
turning quickly, went s
stairway two Steps at a

“Goodby!” I called to
fully; then turned re
examining the card 1}
which, to my astor
his card at all, but :
entitling the bearer
Danville, Ills., to York
I remember quite distin
over and over, revo
the impression that th
other ipstance of his
perhaps. a trick by whi
victimized in some ur

I've

be

to

P

But upon second thous u
it to be simply a mistake d s
turned back and called him 0

dow above and explained.

He came down and begged my par-
don for the trouble he 1 g
tocok the ticket, thanked ms
goodby again.
“But,” said I, *
your real card

‘you ha

thus he vanished

The remainder ¢
of the night I sper
templation of the
but i
conclusi
my in
meaning
tal *
and
ings,
at fay
dered
canters
tious nig
ens

man comm

below Wave

morning. F ;
besides the

shot himself, a k 5
fll., to York, P g

in m , & 8 va

ters and oth
his name to 1

“He was

the he:
that between s =
two cartridges 1

is bles

was retired as a major general. The
old man died about ten years ago:
must have been somewhere near 0
years old.”

Said to Be Smart,
(Boston Traveler.)

The smaller the bathing suit the greater ,

the sensatioa.

The man who invented hammocks never | ¢

loved a fat girl.

Many a man seems dead to the world
when he is buried in thoughtf.

A cat may look at a %ing and not see
anything remarkable, either.

Summer aeronauts will now begin to
provide their press agents with hot air.

The only man who dares give the star!

actor any back talk is the promoter.

L¢ i |
No, Maud, dear, it doesn't take an artist

to work a drawbridge.
A washout on a rallway line is one

! thing, and it is quite another on a clothes |

line.
In
there is much t6 be said on both sides.

a

Man wants but little here below, but |

woman wants se much that it keeps man

| forever hustling.

A pessimist says it is impossible to look
an hofiest man in the face, owing to the
fact that he is never there.

The civil engineer is possibly rortunatej
now and then. but he wouldn't mind being |

monarch of all he surveys.

spite against him, when the world doesn’t
know that there is “any such a person.”

controversy betweem two women |

Many a man thinks the world has a |

door upeo
—_———

Reflections of a Bacl

(New York [

mu‘;xey is 1o get
to stop buying h Drese
—_— - o

In the San

A good many girls cast their bread upon '

the waters and then
come back in the shape of wedding cake.
Adam could have had lots of fun w:ith
Eve when they had company for supper
by asking them if thev ever heard of his
wife's great snake atory.
Den't be downheaitea if
overiooked in the annual
LL. D.’s and other degrees. Perhaprs vou
C. O. D. attached to your name
express package you

you have been
distribution of

receive.

get mad if it doesn't |

cther Sh
heart-to-heart talks on
bies ™" '
And so we wander h-"r:‘v t
elan’s and kick ourselves 1o

deceiving.




